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" You can go in ; the flat is empty."

At first they could find nothing of the past in
the wide empty rooms, freshly papered. They were
amazed to find that they had become strangers to
things which had formerly been so familiar.

"Here is the kitchen," said the concierge, "and
here are the dining-room and the drawing-room."

A voice cried from the courtyard :

" M'ame Falempin 1"

The concierge looked out of the window,
apologized, and grumbling to herself went down
the stairs with feeble steps, groaning. Then the
brother and sister began to remember. Memories of
inimitable hours, of the long days of childhood,
began to return to them.

"Here is the dining-room," said Zoe. "The
sideboard used to be there, against the wall."

<c The mahogany sideboard, * battered by its long
wanderings,1 as our father used to say, when he
and his family and his furniture were ceaselessly
hunted from north to south and from east to west
by the Minister of the 2nd of December. It
remained here a few years, however, maimed and
crippled,"

" There is the porcelain stove in its old corner."

"The flue is different."

" Do you think so ?"

"Yes,   Zoe.   Ours   had   a  head   of Jupiter